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M R. G8 R A V. 


4 R. Thomas Gray was born in Cornhill, 
» London, the twenty-fixth of December, 
1716. His grandfather was an eminent 
merchant, and his father, Mr. Philip Gray, 
vas a money-ſcrivener: He did not how- 
Fever add. to his paternal fortune; but he did. 
not neglect the education of his ſon, whom 
he ſent to Eton ſchool, 


7 In 1734, Mr. Gray removed to Cambridge, 
and was admitted a penſioner of St. Peter's. 

Fcollege, Mr. Weſt, with whom he became 
Zacquainted at Eton ſchool, went to ſtudy in 
EF Chriſt-Church college at Oxford; and theſe 
ingenious friends now commenced an epiſto- 


W 


M SOME Account. Mi 
lary correſpondence, which, though not uti- 
worthy of their years, and of the hopes con- 
ceived of them, they little imagined was, one 
day, to be laid before the public, "Ft 


Theſe two gentlemen were not long before 
they turned their attention to the fudy of ( ＋ 
the law. For, with that view, they went to 
London in the year 1738. Mr. Weſt took | »t 
chambers in the Inner Temple. But Mr. 
Gray, being invited by Mr. Horace Walpole 
to accompany him in his travels, delayed, 
for a time, his application to a ſcience; which 
did but ill ſuit either with his temper or his 
genius. d Y 


The improvement he received from viſiting 
France and Italy was doubtleſs conſiderable; 
but the pleaſure ariſing from his travels, was 
painfully interrupted by the diſagreement 7? 
which aroſe between him and Mr. Walpole. 7 
They had ſet out in the end of the year 
1739, and they parted at Reggio in 17414. 
Many years, however, did not paſs till a 
reconciliation was effected between them, by © 
the intervention and offices of a lady, who _ 
had a friendſhip for both. 14 


nd e ned to London, in $4 
aa his father ver 


| nh 4 * ere attacks of the 


Of MR. GRAY ww 


u. to which he had long been ſubject. 
o months after his father died, and he 


ſucceeded to a ſcanty patrimony. The inten- 
tion he had formed of 1 the law as 
a profeſſion, began now to be ſhaken. But 
e his friends urging him to maintain his origi- 
nal purpoſe, and the delicacy of his nature 
0 5 *3nducing him not to give them uneaſineſs, by 
k too ſudden a declaration of his reſolution, 
be went to Cambridge, and took his Bache- 
** lor's degree in the Civil Law. The time 
he had paſſed in his travels, the intenſe la- 
= bour required by the ſtudy of the Common 
Law, and, above all, the narrowneſsof his 
perhaps he had never entertained with affec- 
tion or ardour ; and the anxiety excited by 
this undeciſiveneſs as to the ſcheme of life he 
> ſhould follow, was now embittered by the 


pened in June, 1744, in the twenty - ſixth year 
Dy. 7 his age. 13 
JIuſt before this cruel event, Mr. Gray had 
gone to viſit his mother, in her retirement at 
b Stoke, near Windſor, where he wrote his 
beautiful Ode on the Spring. And it is not 
I impoſſible, but a preſage of what was to hap- 
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. 
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ka, occationed the intereſting mel 
dich reigns in it. His We Up is eaſier 
1 * 


EY death of his friend Mr, Weſt, which hap» * 


viii SOME ACCOUNT = 
to conceive than to deſcribe. It is alſo 
worthy of obſervation, that within three 
months after Mr, Weſt's death, he appears 
to have compoſed the Ode on a diſtant Proſ- 
pet of Eton College, and the Hymn to 
Adverſity. Nor is it to be doubted, that 
his ſorrow for his beloved friend gave a tone 1 
to theſe delightful poems; and the reader of 1 
ſenſibility, who peruſes them under this im- | 
. will find an additional charm in 
hem. iN „ | 


The genius of Mr. Gray, joined to his 
paſſion 8 ſtudy and literature, inelined him 
to live at Cambridge, where he had free ac- 
ceſs to many valuable libraries. From the 
winter of 1742, to the end of his life, it was 
the ſeat of his reſidence; and he was ſeldom 
abſent from it, except on occaſional viſits to 
his mother, and during about three years, 
from 1759 to 1762, when, on the opening 
of the Britiſh Muſeum, he took lodgings in 
Southampton Row, for the purpoſe of exa- 
mining, and extracting from the Harleian 
and other manuſcripts. oo 
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In the wear 17 50, he finiſhed his much 
celebrated Elegy in a Country Church- yard. 
Mr. Walpole, who was infinitely delighted 
ich it, communicated it in manuſcript ta 


Y Imahy perſons of diſtinction, who readily be- 
Z# towed on the author the admiration and ap- 


plauſe he ſo juſtly merited. 


In 1753, Mr. Gray had the misfortune 
td o loſe. his mother, whom he loved with an 
1 * exemplary affection. In 1756, 8 
fellows who lived in the ſame ſtaircaſe, an 
who imagined that birth and fortune gave 
them a title to be impertinent, diſturbing 
him frequently and intentionally with their 
inſults and riots, he found it neceſſary to re- 
move from Peter-houſe, and went to Pem- 
7 broke-hall. In 1768, by the unſolicited 
influence of the Duke of Grafton, he was 
= nominated King's Profeſſor of Modern Hiſ- 
tory in the Univerſity of Cambridge, a place 
of gool, a- year. 3 


in 


In the early part of his life, it appears, 
he had entertained the defire of publiſhing an 
edition of Strabo; and, among his papers, 
Were found many geographical diſquiſitions, 

3 hich had been made with that intention. 
ile alſo left many explanatory and critical 


obſervations on the writings of Plato; and 
he had beſtowed . uncommon labour on the 
3 Antholggia, A project more intereſting than 
any of theſe, was, A Hiſtory of Engliſh Poe- 
try, on which he had long meditated, but 
thought proper to abandon, when he was 


Ag 
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informed that Mr. Thomas Warton of Ox* 
ford, was engaged in a ſimilar purſuit, _ 


Among the branches of knowledge in which 
he excelled, we muſt not omit to mention 


Architecture; and his {kill in Heraldry was 


exact and extenſive, But what was moſt pecu- 
liarly to his taſte, and engaged his attention 
the moſt eonſtantly, was Natural Hiſtory. He 
left many notes on Linnæus, and on - Hud- 
ſon's Flora Anglica, In Muſic he was a 
great proficient, and, while abroad, he had 


A propenſity to melancho was obſerva- 
ble 1 Mr. Gray from Mo el years; 
and a hereditary gout ſerved greatly to en- 
courage it. About the end of May, 1771, he 
vitited London; but being oppreſſed with 
a kind of fever, and dejection of mind, he 
was adviſed to leave his lodgings in Jermyn 
ſtreet for Kenſington ; where the air ſo far 
operated to his recovery, as to enable him to 
return to Cambridge. On the 24th of July, 
however, a ſudden fickneſs ſeized him, while 
he was at dinner, which made him retire to 
his chamber, from the College-hall. His 

malady, which was found to be the gout in 


nis ſtomach, continued to increaſe, and baf- 


fled all the art of medicine. On the 2gth a 
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ſtrong convulſion-fit ſeized him; it returned 
with additional violence on the zoth; and, 
_ evening after, this ingenious poet ex- 
pired. * 


ol D E 


ON THE 
8 P K 24 er 0. 
o! where the roſy-boſom'd hours, 


Fair Venus' train, appear, 
Diſcloſe the long- expecting flowers, 
And wake the purple year 

The Attic warbler pours her throat, 
Reſponſive to the cuckow's note, 

The untaught harmony of ſpring : 
While, whiſp'ring pleaſure as they fly, 
Cool Zephyrs thro” the clear blue ſky 
Their gather'd fragrance fling. 


Where-e'er the oak's thick branches ſtretch 
A broader browner ſhade ; 

Where-c'er the rude and moſs-grown beech. 
O'er-canopies the glade; 

Beſide ſome water's ruſhy brink 

With me the Muſe ſhall fit, and think, 

(At eaſe reclin'd in ruſtic ſtate), 

How vain the ardour of the croud, 

How low, how indigent the proud, 

How little are the great ! 


Still is the toiling hand of Care; 
The panting herds repoſe ; 

Yet hark, how thro” the peopled air 
The buſy murmur glows ! 

The inſect youth are on the wing, 
Eager to taſte the honied ſpring, 
And float amid the liquid noon ; 
Some lightly oer the current ſkim, 
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16 ODE ON THE DEATH 
Some ſhey their gaily-gilded trim, 3 
Quick-glancing to the ſun. 


To Contemplation's ſober eye 
Such is the race of man :* 
And they that creep, and they that fly, 
Shall end where they began. 1 
Alike the buſy and the gay 

But flutter thro' life's little day, 

In Fortune's varying colours dreſt: 
Bruſh'd by the hand of rough Miſchance, 
Or chill'd by Age, their airy dance 

They leave in duſt to reſt. 


* 


Methinks I hear, in accents low, 
The ſportive kind reply ; 

Poor Moraliſ} | and what art thou! 
A ſolitary fly ! 

Thy joys no guirring female meets, 
No hive haſt thou of hoarded ſweets, 
No painted plumage to diſplay : | 
On haſty wings thy youth is flown ; 
Thy ſun is ſet, thy ſpring is gone 
Wes frolic while tis May, 


£ 


4 . * 
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ON THE DEATH OF A 


® 
FAVOURITE CAT, 
bo Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fiſhes, 
5 g 
"= ? AS on a lofty vaſe's fide, 
2 Where China's gayeſt art had dy'd 

The azure flowers, that blow ; 
Demureſt of the tabby kind, 
The penſive Selima reclin'd, 
Gaz d on the lake below. 


Her conſcious tail her joy declar'd: 

The fair round face, the ſnowy beard, 

| The velvet of her paws; 

Her coat, that with the tortoiſe vies ; 

Her cars of jet, and emerald eyes ; 
She ſaw, and purr'd applauſe. 


Still had ſhe gaz'd ; but midſt the tide 

Two angel forms were ſeen to glide, 
The Genii of the ſtream : 

Their ſcaly armour's Tyrian hue, 

* Thro' richeſt purple to the view 

 Betray'd a golden glcam. 


The x nymph with wonder faw } 

= A whiſker firſt, and then a claw, . 
With many an ardent wiſh, 

She ſtretch'd, in vain, to reach the prize, 

What female heart can gold defpitc : 
What cat's averſe to nan . 


Preſum tuous maid ! with looks intent 
Again the ſtretch'd, again ſhe bent, 


18 ODE ON THE DEATH, &. 


Nor knew the gulf between : 
(Malignant Fate fat by, and ſmil'd) 
The ſhpp'ry verge her feet begul'd ; 

She tumbled headlong in. 


Fight times emerging from the flood, 
She mew'd to ev'ry wat'ry God, 

Some ſpeedy aid to ſend- 
No Dolphin came, no Nereid ſtirr'd, 
Nor cruel Tom, nor Suſan heard. 

A fav'rite has no friend! 


ow hence, e undeceiv'd, 
now, one falſe is ne er tetrĩev d, 
And — with 24 bold. di | 
Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes, 
And heedleſs 1 lawful prize 3 
Nor all, that gliſters, gold. 
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ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF 


E T ON COL LE G E. 


Aro pros inavi npopans al; To Wguxaw. 
Menandcr, 


E diſtant ſpires, ye antique towers, 
That crown the watry glade, 
Where grateful Science ſtill adores 
Her Henry's* holy ſhade; 
And ye, that from the ſtately brow 
Of Windfor's heights th' expanſe below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead ſurvey, 7 
Whoſe turf, whoſe ſhade, whoſe flowers among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 
His filver-winding way. 


Ah happy hills! ah pleaſing ſhade! 

Ah fields belov'd in vain ! | 
Where once my careleſs childhood ſtray'd, 

A ſtranger yet to pain a 

1 feel, the gales that from ye blow, 

A momentary bliſs beſtow, 

As waving freſh their gladſome wing, 

My weary ſoul they ſeem to ſooth, 

And, | redolent of joy and youth, | 
To breath a ſecond ſpring. 7 | 


King Henry VI. was founder of the College 
} And bces their honey redolent of ſpring. 
Dryden's Fable on the Pythag. Syſtem. 
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Say, Father Thames, for thou haſt ſeen 
Full many a ſprightly race, 

Diſporting on thy margent green, 

The paths of pleaſure trace; 

Who foremoſt now delight to cleave, 
With pliant arms, thy glaſſy wave ? 
The captive linnest which cuthral ? 
What idle progeny ſucceed 

To chaſe the rolling circle's ſpeed, 

Or urge the flyiog ball ? | 


While ſome, on earneſt bus'neſs bent, 
Their murm'ring labours ply, 

*Gainſt grayer hours, that bring conſtraint 
To ſweeten liberty ; 

Some bold adventurers diſdain 

The limits of their little reign, 

And unknown regions dare deſcry ; 
Still as they run they look behind, 
They hear a voice in every wind, 
And ſfaatch a fearful joy, 

Gay Hope 1s theirs, by Fancy fed, 


Leſs pleaſing when poſſeſt ; 

The tear forgot as ſoon as ſhed, 

The ſunſhine of the breaſt, 

Theirs buxom Health of roſy hue, 
Wild Wit, Invention ever-new, 

And lively Cheer of Vigour born; 

The thoughtleſs day, the eaſy night, 
The ſpirits pure, the ſlumbers light, 
That fly th' approach of morn. 


Alas! regardleſs of their doom, 
The little victims play ! 

No ſenſe have they of ills to come, 
Nor care beyond to-day. | 
Yet fee, how all around em wait 


The miniſters of human fate, 


ODE ON A DISTANT” PROSPECT. 2 


And black misfortune's baleful train! 
Ah, ſhow them where in ambuſh ſtand, 
To' ſeize their prey, the murderous band ! 
Ah, tell them they are men 


Theſe ſhall the fury paſſions tear, 

The vultures of the mind, 

Diſdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

And Shame that ſculks behind? 

Or pining Love ſhall waſte their youth, 
Or Jealouſy, with rankling tooth, 

That inly gnaws the ſecret heart; 

And Envy wan, and faded Care, 
Grim-viſag'd comfortleſs Deſpair, 

And Sorrow's piercing dart. 


Ambition this ſhall tempt to riſe; 
Then whirl the wretch trom high, 

To bitter ſcorn a ſacrifice, 

And grinning Infamy. 

The ſtings of Falſchood thoſe ſhall try, 
And hard Unkindneſs' alter'd eye, 
That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow ; 
And keen Remorſe with blood defil'd, 
And moody Madneſs laughing wild 
Amid ſevereſt woe, 


Lo, in the vale of Years beneath, 

A. griſly troop are ſeen, 

The painful family of Death, 

More hideous than their qucen 

This racks the joints, this fires the veins, 
That every labouring finew ſtrains, 

Thoſe in the deeper vitals rage : 

Lo, Poverty, to fill the band, 

That numbs the ſoul with icy hand, 
And ſlow-conſuming age. 


To each his ſuf rings : all are men, 
Condemn'd alike to groan ; 
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The tender for another's pain; 1 

Th' unfecling for his on. 

Yet, ahl why ſhould they know their fate t 
Since ſorrow neyer comes too late, 

And happineſs too ſwiftly flies. 
Thought would deſtroy their paradiſe, 
No more—where ignorance is bliſs, 
"Tis folly to be wite, 


DVERSITY. 


Znva 
Toy ppovew; Beorods d 
rr, Tow rad wayav 
Otyra uuplos ixewvs 
#ſchylas, in Agamemnon, 


Aughter of Jove, relentleſs A 
D Thou tamer of the human breaſt, 
hofe iron ſcourge, and tort'ring hour, 
The bad affright, aMict the beſt! EY 
Bound in thy adamantine chain, 
The proud are taught to taſte of pain, 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 


ith pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone, 


= When firſt thy Sire to ſend on earth 
virtue, his darling child, defign'd, 
To thee he gave the heavenly birth, 
And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stern ragged nurſe! thy rigid lore. 
Wich patience many a year the bore : 
What forrow was, thou bad'ſt her know, 


ad from her own ſhelearn'd to melt at others woe, 
== Scar'd at thy frown terrific, fly 

== >clf-pleaſfing Folly's idle brood, 

ud Laughter, Noiſe, and thoughtleſs Joy; 
and leave us leiſure to be good. 

Light they diſperſe; and with them go 
he ſummer-friend, the flatt ring foe ; 

ny vain proſperity receiv'd, | 

ber they vow their truth, and are again believ'd. 


EW iſdom, in fable garb array'd, 
mers'd in rapt'rous thought profound, 
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24 

And Melancholy, filent maid. 
With leaden eye, that loves the gro 
Still on thy ſolemn ſteps attend: 
Warm Charity, the general friend, 
With juſtice to herſelf ſevere, | 


ODE TO ADVERSITY. 
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And Pity, dropping ſoft the ſadly-pleaſin g tear. 
Oh, gently on thy ſuppliant's head, 


Dread G 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 


deſs, lay thy chaſt'ning hand! 


Nor circled with the vengeful band, 


(As by the impious thou art ſeen,) 


With thund' ring voice, and threat'nin 


With ſcreaming Horror's funeral was 
overty, 


Deſpair, and fell Diſcaſe, and ghaſtly 


Thy form benign, oh Goddeſs, wear, 


Thy milder influence impart, 
Thy philoſophic train be there, 


To ſoften, not to wound my heart; 


The ger rous ſpark extinct revive; 
Teach me to love, and to forgive, 
Exact my own defects to ſcan, 


What others are, to feel, and know myſelf a man. , X "ho 


g mien, 
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PROGRESS'OF POESY. 
| * 

PINDARIC. © D E. 


I. 

. Xolian lyre, awake, 

And give to rapture all thy trembling, ſtrings, ' 
From Helicon's harmonious ſprings | * 
A thouſand rills their mazy progreſs take: 
The laughing flowers, that round them blow, 
Drink life and fragrance as they flow. | 
Now the rich ſtream of muſic winds along, 
Deep, majeſtic, ſmooth, and 3 


Thro' verdant vales, and Ceres golden reign: 
ow rolling down the ſteep amain, 

Headlong, impet uous, ſee it pour | froar. _ 
he rocks, and nodding groves rebellow to the 


I, 3. f 
Dh! Sovereign of the willing ſoul, ö 
Parent of ſweet and ſolemn- breathing airs, 
nchanting ſhell !. the ſullen Cares 
nd frantic Paſſions, hear thy ſoft control. 
Dn Thracia's hills the Lord of War X 
las curb'd the fury of his car, 


Awake, my glory: awake, lute and har. 
4 David's Pfalms. 

Pindar ſtyles his own poetry, with its muſical ace, 

ompanyments, Aloanis oxi, Aiondes xv, 

e, x duaav. Polian fong, Kollan 

nings, the breath of the Zolian * 

| 2 
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And drop'd his thirſty lance at thy command, 

Perching on the ſceptered hand 

Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 

With ruffleq plumes, and flagging wing: © 
ench'd in Hark D of amber A Fes 0 

The terror of his beak, and light'nings of his 


1 
Thee the voice, the dance obey, 
Temper'd to thy warbled lay : 
O'er Idalia's velvet-green _ 
The roſy-crowned Loves are ſeen. 
On — day, | 
With antic Sports, and blue-ey'd Pleaſures, 
Friſking light in frolic-meaſures ; 
Now purſuing, now retreating, 
Now in circling-troops they meet; 
To briſk notes, in cadence beating, 
* Glance their many-twinkling feet. ſelare ; 
Slow melting ſtraias their Queen's approach de- 
Were-e'er ſhe turns, the Graces homage pay. 
With arms ſublime; that-float upon the air, 
In. gliding ſtate ſhe wins her caſy way: _. 


O'er her warm cheek, and riſing boſom, move 


+ The bloom of young defire, and purple light of 


Pb od of 


» & | 
1 


_ — 


Love. 
; I 
Man's feeble race what ills await. 
Labour, and Penury, . the racks of Pain, 
Diſeaſe and Sorrow's weeping train, 
And Death, fad refuge from the ſtorms of Fate! 


*Magparuyar Into rod Javuade ds Ju, ll 
f 4 Homer, Od. ©. 
+ Aaαν,τ d ini ropupenst 
_ Tapeingi Bas tpuros.. 
Punx vxichus apud Athengum: 
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he fond complaint, my ſong, diſprove, _- ' 
And juſtify the laws of Jove. 1 
Bay, has he given in vain the heav'nly Muſe? 
Night, and all her fickly dews, 

Her ſpectres wan, and birds of boding cry, 

He gives to range the dreary ſky; 


ill down the caſtern cliffs afar ſof war. 
Hyperion's march they ſpy, and glitt'ring ſhafts 
II. 2. | 


In climes'/beyond the ſolar road, 

here ſhaggy forms. o'er ice-built mountains roam, 
The Muſe Be broke the twilight-gloom, 

To chear the ſhiv'ring native's dull abode. 
And ofr, beneath the od'rous ſhade 

Of Chili's boundleſs foreſts laid, 

She deigns to hear the ſavage youth repeat, 
In looſe numbers wildly ſweet, 6; 
ET heir feather-cinQur'd chiefs, and duſky loves. 
Her track, where-c'er the Goddeſs roves, 4 


Glory purſue, and gen'rous Shame, flame. 
Eh unconquerable Mind, and Freedom's holy 
C | 


Woods, that wave o'er Delphi's ſteep, 
Iſles, that crown th' AÆgean deep, 
Fields, that cool Iliſſus laves, | 
r where Mæander's amber waves 
gn ling'ring lab'rinths creed 
How do your tuneful echoes lang 
e, but to the voice of Anguithl |! 27 
WW here each old poetic mountain 
Inſpiration breath'd around ;' 
Ev'ry ſhade and /hallow'd fountain 
urmur'd deep a ſolemn found: 
Till the ſad Nine, in Greece's evil hour, 
Left thein Parnaſſui for / the Latin plaine. 
ic they ſcorn the pomp of tyrant Power, 
ee: 5 J * 
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And coward Vice, that revels in her chains. 
When Latium had her lofty ſpirit loſt, ſcoaft, 
They ſought, oh Albion! next thy ſea-encireled 


III. 1. | 

Far from the ſun and ſummer-gale, 4 
In thy green lap was Nature's darling laid, 
What time, where lucid Avon ſtray's, 
To him the mighty mother did unveil 
Her awful face: rhe dauntlefs child 
Stretch'd forth his little arms, and ſmil'd. 
This pencil take (the ſaid) whoſe colours cleat 
Richly paint the vernal year : a 
Thine too theſe golden keys, immortal boy! 
This can unlock the gates of Joy; X 
Of Horror that, and-thrilling Fears, 
Or ope the ſacred ſource of fympathetic Tears, 


reli ville III. 2. 

Nor ſecond he, ſ that rode ſublime 
Upon the ſeraph- wings of Ecſtaſy, 
The decrets of the abyſs to ſpf r. 
He paſs d the flaming bounds of Place and Time: 
The living throne, the ſapphire blaze, 
Where angels tremble, while they gaze, 
He ſaw; but, blaſted with exceſs of light, 
Clos'd his eyes in endleſs night. | 
Behold, where Dryden's leſs preſumptuous car; 
Wide o'er the fields of glory bear 
Two courſers of theres! race, ſſoanding pace. 
With necks in thunder cloth'd, and long-re- 
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III. 3. 

Hark, his hands the lyre explore ! 
Bright-ey'd Fancy, —.— o'er, 

Scatters from bee pictur d urn 
Thoughts thatibreathe, and words that burn. 


* Shakeſpeare. 9 2 + Milton. 
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But ah ! 'tis heard no more | 
Oh ! -Lyre divine, what daring ſpirit 
Wakes thee now? tho' he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 
That the Theban Eagle bear, 
Sailing with —_— dominion 
Through the azure deep of air : 
Yet oft before his infant eyes would nin 
Such forms as glitter in the Muſe's ray, 
With orient hues, unborrow'd of the ſun : 
Let ſhall he mount; and keep his diſtant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, [ Great. 
Beneath the Good how far—but far above the 
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A PINDARIC ODE, 


TS 


| cb e. 
„D ui ſeize thee, ruthleſs King! 
R Confuſion on thy banners wait; 

Tho' fann'd by Conqueſt's crimſon wing, 
They mock the air with idle ſtate! _ 
Helm, nor *Hauberk's twiſted mail, 
Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, ſhall avail - 
To fave thy ſecret ſoul from nightly fears, | 
From Cambria's curſe, from Cambria's tears !”* _... 
Such were the ſounds that o'er the creſted pride 
Of rhe firſt Edwardfeatter'd wild diſmay, | 
As down the ſteep of + Snowdon's ſhaggy ſide 
He wound with toilfome march his long array. 
Stout Glo'ſter ſtood aghaſt in ſpeechleſs trance! 
To arms! cried Mortimer, and couch'd his 

quiv'ring lance. | 


I. 2. 
On a rock,” whoſe haughty brow 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming yy 
Rob'd in the ſable garb of woe, 
With haggard eyes the Poet ſtood ; 
Looſe his beard, and hoary hair 


Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air); 


The Hauberk was a texture of ſteel ringlets, 
ormiag a coat of mail, that ſat cloſe to the body, 
nd adapted itſelf to every motion. 

f Snowdon was 2 name given by the Saxons to 
hat mountainous tract which the Welſh them- 
elves call Craigian-eryri: it included all the high- 
ands of Caernarvonſhire and Merionethſhire, as 
r eaſt as the river Conway. 


THE: BARD. 
And with armaſter's hand, and prophet's fire, 
Strhek the deep ſorrows of his lyre. | 
Hark, how each giant-oak,, and deſert cave, 
Sighs to the totrent's' awfut voice beneath 

O'er thee, oh King ! their hundred arms they wave, 
Revenge on thee in hoarſer murmurs breathe ; 


Vocal no more, ſince Cambria's fatal day, 
To high-born Hoel's harp, or ſoft Llewellyn's lay, 


CE ITE n, 
Cold is Cadwallo's tongue, 
That huſh'd the ſtormy main: A7 (7 
Brave Urien ſleeps upon his craggy bed: 
Mauntalns, ye mourn in vain 
Modred, whoſe magic ſong 
Made huge Plinlimmon bow his eloud-top'd head, 4 
*On dreary Arvon's ſhore they lic, 4 
Smeat'd with gore, and ghaſtly pale: | 
Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens fail ; ' 
The famiſh'd eagle + icreams, and paſſes by. 
Dear loſt companions of my tuneful art, 
Dear, as the light that viſits theſe ſad eyes, 
Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
Ye died amidſt your dying country's cries — 
No more Pe They do not ſleep. 
On yonder cliffs, a griſſy band, 
ſee them fit : they linger yet, 
Avengers of their native land: h 
With me in dreadful harmony join, 
And weave with bloody hands the tiſſue of thy 
«$4? line.“ 9 
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The ſhores of Caernarvonſhire oppoſite to the 
iſle of Angleſey. 
I Camden and others obſerve, that eagles uſcd are 
annually to build their ærie among the rocks 0! | 
_ ;Snowdon,. which from thence were named by the | 


Welch Craigian-eryri, or the Crags of the Eagles. 
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« Weave the warp, and weave the woof, 

The winding-ſheet of Edward's race. 

Give ample room, and verge enough 

The characters of hell to trace. 

Mark the year, and mark the night, 

When Severn ſhall re-echo with affright 

The fhricks of death, thro' Berkley's roofs that 

ring : 

Shrieks of an agonizing King®! 

She-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 
That tear'ſt the bowels of thy mangled mate, 
From thee be born, who o'er thy country hangs + 
The ſcourge of Heav'n. What terrors round. him 
wait! ö 
Amazement in his van, with Flight combin'd, 
And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude behind. 


Il. 2. 

« Mi Victor, mighty Lord, 
Low — red fun'ral = he lies 4 
No pitying heart, no eye, afford 
A tear to grace his obſequies. 
Is the ſable warrior $ fled ? ' 
Thy ſon is gone. He reſts among the dead. 5 
The ſwarm that in thy noon-tide beam were born? 
Gone to ſalute the ridng Morn. 
Fair laughs the Morn, and ſoft the Zephyr blows, 
While proudly riding o'cr the azure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded veſlel goes; 


Edward the Second, who was cruelly murdered 
in ler 

＋ Habel of France, Edward the Second's Queen, 

+ Death of that king, abandoned by his chil- 
(ten, and even roobed in his laſt moments by his 
' Wh courtiers and his miſtreſs, 1 0 . 
ef $ — the Black TI rince. | 8 
10. 
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Youth on the prow, and Pleaſure at the heim; 

Regardleſs of the ſweeping whirlwind's ſway, 

That, huſh'd in grim repoſe, expects his ev'ningy 
prey. | 


2 

„Fill + high the ſparkling bowl, 
The rich repaſt prepare, 
Reft of a crown, he yet may ſhare the feaſt : 
Cloſe by the regal chair 
Fell Thirſt and Famine ſcowl | 
A baleful ſmile upon their baffled gueſt. 
Heard ye the din of battle brayt, 
Lance to lance, and horſe to horſe ? 
Long N of ha vock urge their deſtin'd courſe, 
And thro' the kindred ſquadrons mow their way. 
Ye towers of Julius, London's laſting ſhame, 
With many a foul and midnight murder fed, 
Revere his conſort's faith, his father's fame, 
And ſpare the meek uſurper's holy head. 
Above, below, the roſe of ſnow, 
Twin'd with her bluſhing foe we ſpread ; 
The briſtled boar *, in infant gore, 
Wallows beneath the thorny ſhade. 
Now, Brothers, bending o'er th' accurſed loom, 
Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom 


III. I. 
Edward, lo ! to ſudden fate 
(Weave we the woof. The thread is ſpun.) 


+ Richard the Second, as we are told by all the 
older writers, was ſtarved to death. 

t Civil wars of York and Lancaſter. ; 
_ $ The oldeſt part of the Tower of London i | the 
vplgarly attributed to Julius Cæſar. Wt hi 
The filver boar was the badge of Richard the ehe 
Third; whence he was uſually known in his own iſ 
time by the name of the Boar. © Dt 
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Half of thy heart we conſecrate. 

[The web is wove. The work is done.)” 

« Stay, oh ſtay ! nor thus forlora 7 
Leave me unbleſs'd, unpity'd, here to mourn : 

In yon bright track, that fires the weſtern ſkies, 
They melt, they vaniſh from my eyes. 

But oh! what ſolemn ſcenes on Snowdon's height 
Deſcending flow their glitt'ring ſkirts unroll ? 
Viſions of glory ! ſpare my aching fight, 

Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my foul ! 

No more our long-loſt Arthur we bewail. 


Al ye genuine Kings f, Britannia's iſſue, 


III. 2. 
© Girt with many a Baron bold 

Sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear ; 
And gorgeous Dames, and Stateſmen old 
In bearded majeſty, appear. 
In the midſt a form divine 
Her eye proclaims her of the Briton line; 
Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face, 
Attemper'd ſweet to virgin-grace. 
What ſtrings ſymphonious tremble in the air ! 
What ſtrains of vocal tranſport round her play 
Hear from the grave, great Talieſſin“, hear; 
They breathe a ſoul to animate thy clay. 
Bright Rapture calls, and ſoaring, as ſhe ſings, 


Waves in the eye of Heav'n her many-colour'd 
wings. 


+ Eleanor of Caſtile, dicd a few years after the 
conqueſt of Wales. 
t Both Merlin and Talieſſin had pre pheſied, that 
the Welch ſhould regain their tov«r<ignty over 
his iſland ; which ſeemed to be acc onplithed ig 
he houſe of Tudor. 
Talieſlin, chief of the Bards, flcuriſhed in the 
ſixth century. 
C 3 
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The verſe adorn again 
Fierce war, and faithful Love, 
And Truth ſevere, by fairy Fiction dreſt. 
In + buſkin'd meaſures move 
Pale Grief, and pleaſing Pain, 
With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breaſt, 
A t voice, as of the cherub-choir, 
Gales from blooming Eden bear, 
And diſtant warblings leſſen on my ear, 
That loſt in long futurity expire. 
8 man, thinkſt thou yon ſanguine 
cloud, 
Rais'd by y breath, has quench'd the orb of day 
To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 
And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 
Enough for me: with joy I ſee 
The I'fferent doom. our fates aſſign. 
Be thine Deſpair, and ſceptred Care; 
To triumph, and to die, are mine.” 
Heſpoke,and headlong, from the mountain's height, 
Deep in the roaring tide he plung d to endleſs night; 


+ Shakeſpeare. . Milton. 


* 
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| IRREGULAR. 


1. 
6 ENCE, avaunt, ('tis holy ground), 
1 Comus and his midnight crew, 
And Ignorance with looks | 7409 oh 
And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue; 
Mad Sedition's cry profane; 
Servitude that hugs her chain : 
Nor in theſe conſecrated bow'rs | 
Let painted Flatt'ry hide her ſerpent-train in 
_—_—_ 
Nor Envy baſe, nor creeping Gain, 
Dare the Muſe's 4 : 
While bright-ey'd Science watches round.: 
Hence away, 'tis holy ground'!” 


II. 

From yonder realms of empyrean day, 
HW Bucſts on my car th' indignant lay: 
There ſit the ſainted Sage, the Bard divine, 
be few whom Genius gave to ſhine _ | 
MW Thro' ay unborn age and undiſcover'd clime, 
SF Rapt in celeſtial — * they; 

Yet hither oft a, glance from high 

They ſend of tender ſympathy, | 
= To bleſs the place, where, on their op'ning ſoul, 

Firſt the genuine ardour ſtole. 

Twas Milton ſtruck the deep-ton'd ſhell, 

| And, as the choral warblings round him ſwell, 


* This Ode was performed in the Senate-houſe 
at Cambridge, July 1, 1769, at the inſtallation 
of the Duke o Grafton, Chancellor of the Uni- 

N verſity, , i | 
' | | GY 


* 
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Meek Newton's ſelf bends from his ſtate ſublime, 
And 2 his hoary head, and liſtens to the 
. | 


III. 
« Ye brown o'er-arching groves, 
That Contemplation loves, 
Where willowy Camus lingers with delight! 
Oft* at the bluſh of dawn 
FT trode your level lawn; 6s 4 | 
Ofr' woo'd the gleam of Cynthia filver-bright 
In cloiſters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, 
With Fro by my fide, and ſoft-ey'd Mclan- 
y.” ? 


IV. | 
But hark! the portals ſound, and pacing forth, 
With ſolemn . and ſlow, 858 
High Potentates, and Dames of royal birth, 
And mitred Fathers in long order go, 
Great Edward“, with the lilies on his brow 
From haughty Gallia torn, 
And ſad Chatillon , on her bridal morn 
That wept her bleeding Love, and princely Claref, 
And Anjou's heroineF, and the paler Roſe , 


Edward the Third, who added the fleur de lys 
of France to the arms of England. He founded 
Trinity College. 
| de Valentia, Counteſs of Pembroke, 
daughter of Guy de Chatillon, Compte de St. Paul Þ 
in France. | | 
+ Elifabeth de Burg, Counteſs of Clare. 
$ Margaret of Anjou, wife of Henry the Fifth, 
foundreſs of Queen's College. 
{| Elifabeth Widville, wife of Edward the 
Fourth, hence called the paler. Roſe, as being af 
the houſe of York. | ** | 
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The rival of her crown, and of her woes; 
And either Henry“ there, 

The murder 'd ſaint, and the majeſtic lord, 
That broke the bonds of Rome: 

(Their tears, their little triumphs o'er, 

Their human paſſions now no more, | 
Save Charity, that glows beyond the tomb) 2 
All that on Granta's fruitful plain 

Rich ſtreams of regal bounty pour'd, 

And bade theſe awful fanes and turrets riſe, 
To hail their Fitzroy's feſtal morning, come: 
And thus they ſpeak, in ſoft accord, 

The liquid language of the ſkies. 


| V. 
« What is grandeur, what is power? 
Heavier toil, ſuperior pain. 
What the bright reward we gain ? 
The grateful memory of the good. 
Sweet is the breath of vernal ſhower, 
The bee's collected treaſures ſweet, 
Sweet Muſic's melting fall, but ſweeter yet 
The ftill ſmall voice of Gratitude,” 


VI. | 
Foremoſt, and leaning from her golden cloud, 
The venerable Margaret ſ ſee! | 
« Welcome, my noble ſon, (ſhe cries aloud), 
To this, wy kindred train, and me: 
Pleas'd in thy lincaments we trace 
A Tudor's} fire, a Beaufort's grace. 


? Henry the Sixth and Eighth ; the former was 
the founder of King's, the latter the greateſt be- 
ne factor to bn ollege. 

F Counteſs of Richmond and Derby, foundrefs 
of St. John's and Chriſt's Colleges. J 

| The Counteſs was a Beaufort, and married wp 
Tudor. 2 4 


W 0oDEs Tor MUSIC. 
Thy liberal heart, thy judging eye 

The flower unheeded ſhall deirry, f 

And bid it round Heaven's altars ſhed 
The fragrance of its bluſhing head : 


Shall raiſe from earth the latent gem, 
To glitter on the diadem. 


| VII. 

1% Lo, Granta waits to lead her blooming band, 
Not obvious, not obtruſive, ſhe 

No vulgar praiſe, no venal incenſe flings; 

Nor dares with courtly tongue refin'd 

Profane thy inborn eie of mind: 

She reveres herſelf and thee. | | 

With modeſt pride to grace thy youthful brow, 
The laureat wreath, that deell wore, ſhe brings, 
And, to thy juſt, thy gentle hand, 
Submits the faſces of her ſway, ; 
While ſpirits bleſt above, and men below 

Join with glad voice the loud ſymphonious lay. 


r * a | ' VIII. 

4% Thro' the wild waves as they roar, 
With watchful eye and dauntleſs mien, 
Thy ſteady courſe of honour keep, 

Nor fear the rocks, nor feck the ſhore : 
The ſtar of Brunſwick ſmiles ſerene, 
And gilds the horrors of the deep.“ 


Lord Treaſurer Burleigh was Chancellor of 
the Univerſity in the reign of Queen Eliſabeth. 
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THE 
FATAL SISTERYK 
13 AN ODE, | 
| (From the NoRsE Tongue), 


To be found in the 1 of TuoxMonus Ton- 
%; Harxix, 1697, Folio; and alſo is 
BAKkTHOLINUS. 


VITT KR ORPIT FYRIR VALFALLI, &. 


©5 


ADVERTISEMEN x. 


She author once had thoughts (in coneert with a 
friend) of giving A Hiſtory of Engliſh Poetry: In 
the introduction to it he meant to have produced 
ſome ſpecimens of the ſtyle that reigned in an- 
cient times among the neighbouring nations, or 
thoſe who had ſubdued the greater part of this 
iMand, and were our progenitors : the following 
three imitations made a part of them. He at- 
terward dropped his deſign ; eſpecially after he 
had heard, that it was already in the hands of a 
perfor well qualified to do it juſtice, both by his 

- taſte, and his reſearches into antiquity. 


: 


N &:40 00 


N the eleventh century Sigurd, Earl of the 

Orkney iſlands, went with a fleet of ſhips, and 
a conſiderable body of troops, into Ireland, to the 
aſſiſtance of Sigtryg with the filken beard, who 
was then making war on his farther-in-law Brian, 
King of Dublin. The Earl and all his forces were 
cut to pieces, and Sigtryg was in danger of a total 
defeat : but the enem d a greater loſs, by the 
death of Brian, their King, who fell in the action. 
On Chriſtmas-day, (the day of the battle), a na- 
tive of Caithneſs in Scotland ſaw, at a diſtance, a 
number of perſons, on horſeback, riding full ſpeed 
towards a hill, and ſeeming to enter into it. Cu- 
nolity led him to follow them ; till, looking 
through an opening in the rocks, he ſaw twelve 
gigantic figures reſembling women : they were all 
employed about a loom, and as they wove, they 
ſung the following dreadful ſong; which when they 
had finiſhed, they tore the web into twelve pieces, 
and, each taken her portion, 3 fix to the 
north, and as many to the ſouth. | 
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OW the ſtorm begins to lower, 
(Haſte, the loom of hell prepare), 
Iron fleet of arrowy ſhower L 
Hurtles in the darken'd air. 5 


Glitt'ring lances are the loom, 
Were the duſky warp we ſtrain, 

Weaving many a foldier's doom, 

Orkney's woe, and Randver's bane, 


See the griſſy texture ! 

('Tis of human ent made), 
And the weights that play below, 
Each a gaſping warrior's head. 


Shafts for ſhuttles, dipt in gore, 
Shoot the trembling cords along. 
Sword, that once a monarch bore, 


Keep the rifſue cloſe and ſtrong. 


Miſta, black terrific maid, 
Sangrida, and Hilda, fſce ! 

Join the wayward work to aid : 
'Tis the woof of victory. 


Ere the ruddy ſun be ſet, 

Pikes muſt ſhiver, javelins ſang, 
Blade with clatt'ring buckler meet, 
Hauberk craſh, and helmet ring. 


(Weave the crimſon web of war), 
ct us go, and let us fly, 
here our friends the conflict ſhare, 
Where they triumph, where they die. 


— ———_—— — — — 
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As the paths of fate we tread, 
Wading thro' th' enſunguin' d field, 
Gondula, and Geira, ſpread 

O'er the youthful King your ſhicld. 


We the reins to ſlaughter give, 
Ours to kill, and ours to ſpare : 
Spite of danger he ſhall live. 
(Weave the crimſon web of war.) 


, whom once the deſert-beach 
Pent within its bleak domain, 
Soon their ample ſway ſhall ſtretch 
O'er the plenty of the plain. 


Low the dauntlefs Earl is ld, 
Gor'd with many a I : 
Fate demands 1 
Soon a King ſhall bite the ground. 


Long his loſs ſhall Eirin* weep, 
Ne'er again his likeneſs ſee 3 
Long her ſtrains in ſorrow ſteep, 
Strains of immartality ! 


Horror covers all the heath, 
Clouds of carnage blut the ſan. 
Siſters, weave the web of death. 
Siſters, ceaſe : The work is done. 


Hail the taſk, and hail the hands ! 
Songs of joy and triumph fing ; 


Joy to the victorious bands ; 
Tri 


umph to the younger King. 


Mortal, thou that hear'ſt the tale, 
Learn the tenour of our ſong. 
Scotland, thro' cach winding vale, 
Far and wide the notes prolong, 


* Ireland. 
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Siſters, hence with _= of ſpecd ! 

Each her thund'ring falchion wield 

Each beſtride her fable ſteed. 

Hurry, hurry to the field! 


| T H E | 
DESCENT OF ODIN, 


ANO0 DK 
(From the NoRs E Tongue), 


To be found in BaxTrotIitus, dc. canis contem- 
nendæ mortis ; Har N, 1689, Quarto. 


UPKEIS ODINN ALTE DA GAUTR, &c, 
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| THE 
DESCENT OF ODIN. 


PROSE the King of men with . 
And ſaddled ſtrait his coal-black ſtecd 3 

Down the yawning ſteep he rode, 
That leads to Hela's * drear abode. 
Him the dog of Darkneſs ſpied; 
His ſhaggy thioat he opened wide, ; 
While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd, 
Foam and human gore diſtill'd. 
Hoarſe he bays with hideous din, 
Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin ; 
And long purſues, with fruitleſs yel}, 
The father of the Powerful ſpell. 
Onward ſtill his * takes, 
(The groaning earth beneath him ſhakes), 
Till full before his fearleſs cycs 
The portals nine of hell ariſe. 

7 1 againſt the caſtern gate, 
By the moſs-grown pile he fat, 

here long of yore to ſleep was laid 
The duſt of the prophetic Maid. 
Facing to the northern clime 
Thrice he trac'd the Runie r ; 
Thrice pronounc'd, in accents dread, 
The thrilling verſe that wakes the dead ; 
Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breath'd a ſullen ſound. - 


* Niflbeimr- is the hell of the Gothic nations, to 
which were devoted all ſuch as died of ſickneſs, 
old-age, or by any other means than in battle, 
Hela, the Goddeſs of Death, preſided over it. 


— 
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x THE DESCENT OF ODIN, 
=” | PROPHETESS. 

What call unknown, what charms, preſume 
To break the quiet of the tomb? ö 
Who thus afflicts my troubled ſprite, 

And drags me from the realms of night? 
Long on theſe mould' ring bones have beat 
The winter's ſnow, the ſummer's heat, 

The drenching dews, and driving rain ! 

Let me, det me fleep again. 

Who is he, with voice unbleſt, 

That calls me from the bed of reſt ? 


.. QO.,»1 M. 
A Traveller to thee unknown, 
Is he that calls, a warrior's ſon. 
Thou the deeds of light ſhalt know ; 
Tell me what is done below, 
For whom yon glitt'ring board is ſpread, 
Preſt for whom yon golden bed. 


PROPHETES 8. 
Mantling in the goblet ſee 
The pure bev'rage of the bee; 
O'er it hangs the ſhield of gold: 
"Tis the drink of Balder bold. 
Balder's head to death is giv'n. 
Pain can reach the Sons of Heav'a ! 
Unwilling 1 my lips uncloſe : 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe. 


- * 
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"OO D1N. 
Once again my call obey. 
Propheteſs, ariſe, and fay, 

What dangers Odin's child await, 
Who the author of his fate. 


PROPHETES 8. 
In Hoder's hand the hero's doom ; 
His brother ſends him to the tomb. 
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Now my weary lips I cloſe : 
cave me, leave me to repoſe. 


ODI. 
Propheteſs, my ſpell obey; 
Once again ariſe, and ſay, 
Who th' avenger of his guilt, 
By whom ſhall Hoder's blood be ſpilt. 


PROPHETES 5s. 
Im the caverns of the weſt, 
By Odin's fierce embrace compreſt, 
A wond'rous boy ſhall Rinda bear, 
Who ne'er ſhall comb his raven hair, 
Nor waſh his viſage in the ſtream, 
Nor ſee the ſun's departing beam, 
Till he on Hoder's corſe ſhall ſmile 
Flaming on the funeral pile. 
Now my weary lips I cloſe : 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe, 


O'Dd 1 N. 
Yet awhile my call 8 
Propheteſs, awake, and ſay, 
What Virgins theſe, in ſpeechleſs woc, 
That bend to carth their ſolemn brow, 
That their flaxen treſſes tear, 
And ſnowy veils, that float in air. 
Tell me whence their ſorrows roſc : 
Then I leave thee to repoſe. 


| PROPHETESS. 
Ha! no traveller art thou, 

mg of Men; 1 know thee now; 
Mightieſt of a mighty line— 


O DIN. 
No boding Maid of ſkill divine 
Art thou, nor Propheteſs of good, 
But mother of the giant-brood ! 


NT OF ODIN. © 


vp THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 
PROPHETES 5s: 

Hie thee hence, and boaſt at home, 
That never ſhall enquirer come 
To break my iron-ſleep again; 
Till Lok“ has burſt his tenfold chain, 
Never, till ſubſtantial Night 
Has reaſſum'sd her ancient right; 
Till wrap'd in flames, in ruin hurl'd, 
ginks the fabric of the world. 


Loh is the Evil Being, who continues in chains 
till the Twilight of the Gods approaches, 
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TRIUMPHS OF OWEN: 


A FRAGMENT. 


From Mr. Evans's Specimens of the Welſh Poetry, 
London, 1764, Quarto. | 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Oy ſucceeded his father GRIFFIN in 
the principality of Nox TH WALES, 
A. D. 1120. This battle was fought 
near forty years afterwards, 
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THE TRIUMPHS Of owrn, 
| * 


A FRAGMENT. 


22 2 demands my ſong, 
Owen ſwift, and Owen ſtrong; 
Faireſt flower of Roderic's ſtem, 
Gwyneth's + ſhield, and Britain's gem. 
He nor heaps his brooded ſtores, 
Nor on all profuſely pours ; 
Lord of every regal art, 
Liberal hand, and open heart. 
Big with hoſts of mighty name, 
1 three againſt him came; 
This the force of Eiring hiding; 
Side by fide, as proudly riding 
On her ſhadow, long and gay, 
| Lochlin | plows the watry way; 
There the Norman fails afar 
Catch the winds, and join the war : 
. Black and huge along they ſweep, 
Burthens of the angry deep. 
Dauntleſs on his native ſands 
The dragon-ſon * of Mona ſtands ; 
In glitt'ring arms and glory dreſt, 
High he rears his ruby creſt. L 
There the thund'riag ſtrokes hegin, * 
There the preſs, and there the din; 
Talymalfra's rocky ſhore AS 3 
Echoing to the battle's roar. _ 
Check d by the torrent tide of blood 
Backward Meinai rolls his flood; 


North Wales. 1 Denmark. | 
The red Dragon is the device of Cadwalla- 


der, — his deſcendants bore on * banners. 
1856. 


HRE TRIUMPHS OF OWEN. 
While, beap'd his maſter's feet around, 

Proſtrate warriors gnaw the ground. 
Where his glowing eye-balls turn, 
* = round * burn; 
Where he points his purple ſpear, 
Haſty, haſty Rout is — 
Marking with indignant eye 
Fear to ſtop, and ſhame to <5 
There Confuſion, Terror's child; 
Conflict fierce, and Ruin wild; 
Agony, that pants for breath; 
Deſpair, and honourable Death. 
* * ” der 0 ” 
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FROM THE WELe R. 


AD I but the torrent's might, 

With headlong rage, and wild affright, 
pon Deira's ſquadrons hurl'd, | 
To ruſh, and ſweep them from the world! 

Too, too ſecure, in youthful pride 
By them my friend, my Hoel, died, 
Great Cian's fon; of Madoc ald 

He aſk d no heaps of hoarded gold; 


Alone in Nature's wealth array'd, 
He aſk'd, and had the lovely maid. 


To Catracth's vale, in glitt'ring row, 
wice two hundred warriors go; | 
Ev'ry warrior's manly neck 
Chains of regal honour deck, 
Wreath'd in many a golden link : 
From the golden cup they drink 
Nectar, that the bees produce, 
Or the grape's ecſtatic juice. | 
Fluſh'd with mirth and hope, they burn: 
But none from Catracth's vale return, 
Save Aron brave, and Conan ſtrong, 
(Burſting thro' the bloody throng,) 
And I, the meaneſt of them all, 
That live to weep, and ſing their fall. 


ODE ON THE DEATH OF HOEL, 
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* Curfew tolls * the knell of parting day. 
The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the lea, 

The e homeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world to darkneſs, and to me. 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 
And all the air a folema ſtillneſs holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds ; 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch as, wand' ring near her ſecret bower, 
Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign, 


Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 

The rude Forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing Morn, 

The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


— Squilla di lontano 
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For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening-care; 

No children run to liſp their fire's return, 

Or climb his knees the-envied kifbto ſhare. 


Oft did the harveſt to their ſickle yield, 

"Their furfow oft the ſtubborn ede has broke : 
How jocund did they drive their team afield! 
How bow'd the wbods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke ! 


Let not Ambition mock theix uſeful toil, 
Their h6mely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 
Nor Grandeur bear with a diſdainful fmile, 
The ſhort and fimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt gf heraldry, the pomp of power 
And all ht — an that wealth eder ave, 
Await alike th inert table hour. 


The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Wor 8 e proud, impute to theſe the fault, 

hr er their tomb no trophies raiſe, =» 
Where, ro* the 8 -drawn iſſe and fretted vault, 
The pealigg anthers wells the ee of praiſe. 


Can ſtoried urn. — animated buſt, .. 
Back to its manſon cull the fleeting; breath? 

Can Honour's-yvice provoke the filent/duſt, = 
Or N ry ſooth the dull cold ear of Death? ? 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire ; 
Hands, that the $7 of emp ire miglit have ſway d. 
Or wak'd to ec fta the living lyre. 


But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
ieh with the ſpoils of Time, did ne er unrol; 
hill Penu el d their noble rage, 
Aud froze t the genial current of the oul. 


— COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 63 
1 Fool many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, | N 
he dark unfathom'd caves of Ocean beat; 0 


Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, _ * l 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſert air. 


. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
The little tyrant of his fields withſtood; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 
Some Cromwell, guiltlefs of his country's blood. 


Th' applauſe of liſt' ning ſenates to command 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 
To featter pie o'er a ſmiling land, 
And read theic hiſtry in a nation's eyes. - 
Their lot forbade : not circumfcrib'd alone 
heir growing yirtues, but their crimes conſinꝰd 
Forbade to wade. thro' laughter to a throne, _ 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind. 


* * 


The ſtruggling pan of conſcious Truth to bide, 
To quench the >luſhes of ingenuous Shame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride 


With ancenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame, © #4 


Fat mom the madding crowd's 5gnoble ſtrife, " 

re 

Along the cool e yale of life 

They Kept the potlctels tener of their way. | | 

Yet ev'n theſe bpnes from inſult to prone | 
dome frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, __ ae 

With uncouth rhymes and ſhapeleſs ſculpturt . 
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"Their name, their" years, ſpelt by ti unletter d 
mu x, = ES. L 

þ The place of fame and elegy upp! 's 

. d many a holy text around ſhe 

% hat teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 


* 
For who, to dumb Forget fulneſs a prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being e er ref 
= Left the warm precincts of the chearful day, 
Nor eaſt one longing ling'ring look behind”? 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting foul relies, 
Some pious drops the clo ug eye requires ; | 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 

o' in our aſhes* live their wonted fires. 


© For thee, who, mindful of th' unhonour'd Dead, 
= Doſt in theſe lines their artlef6 tale relate; 
chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
| Some kindred ſpirit ſhall inquire thy fate ; 
api ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, 
o have we ſeen him, at the peep of dawn, 
= Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 
To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


Y 1 There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots fo high, 
His liſfle(s length at noon-tide would he fetch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


Hard by yon wood, now e in ſcorn, 

Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove; 

Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

Or era d with cure, or ctoſs'd'in hopeleſs love. 
* th . | | 
eh' i veggio nel penſier, dolce mio fuoco 

2 Fredda una lingua, & due begli occhi chiuſi | 

= Rimanger doppo noi pien di faville. 
| | Petrarch, Son. 169. 
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one 8 I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
* Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree; 
Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 
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Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he: 3 
© The next, with dirges due, in ſad array, 2 I 
6 Now thro' the church-way path we ſaw him 

rae. 


© Approach, and read (for thou canſt read) the lay 
' 5 Grav'don the ſtone, beneath yon aged thorn. 
AE | 
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) 
8 
THEE PIT APR i 
Hrns reſts his head upon the lap of Earth | | : 
7 
fa 


A Youth, to Fortune and to Fame unknown. 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 


Large. was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere ; " a 
Beben did a recompence as largely ſend: =. 
e gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear; 7.1m, 

He 'gain'd from Heav'n ('twas all he wiſh'd) 27 
Friend. | 2 

No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 8 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 2 

| (There they alike in r hope“ repoſe), 
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The boſom of his Father and his God. "Ih 
#—— Pavyentoſa ſpeme. Petrach, Son, 11% 
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